TUMBLING   IN  THE   HAY
had to take whiskey because beer or porter made
hini fat.
Bumleigh threw back his Cantrell and Cochrane
with a relish and reluctantly ordered a large Jameson
for his companion.
"' I've something gilt-edged/ sez I, * something
that can't go wrong, something that will give you an
interest as well as multiply your capital if we don't
spoil the market/ " Friery continued. " * Something
that will leave you comfortable for your old age.
Leave it to me/ sez I. With that, she left the monkey
and went out."
" An organ-grinder's widow ?"
Contemptuously Friery went on: "I rang up a few
of the boys to get it on in dribs and drabs on the course
for the four-thirty at Baldoyle. None of these huers
of bookmakers will take a bet from me lately, not
even in honest cash. Well, after a hard morning's
work on the telephone I got four ponies on."
" On four ponies," Bumleigh suggested. He was
answered by a glance of contempt.
" Well, you know what happened ? Jayshus, if the
bastard had only put out his tongue !"
" And she is now taking proceedings ?"
" Proceedings, is it ? I'm proceeding to Green
Street this morning, and I want you to defend me
before that old goat, Falconer the Recorder."
Hosanna nodded sententiously, and said " Hum."
" Stop that bumming or you'll drive me mad.
Christ! To look at you one would think that I was
for the Jug. You might think that I hadn't obeyed
instructions or that I did something dishonest* In-
stead of helping me out, you are Job's comforter.
Can't you work yourself into one of your righteous
wraths and bloody well roar like Hell's blazes ? Tell
them where they get off; and the criminal scandal
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